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to get more air, to  escape from  the  odour
of the bats.   And between the rigid .spindle-
shaped  bars,   I   see  sloping   below  me   the
architectural mass which I have just ascended.
On the sides of the ruins, all the foliage bends
and trembles, overwhelmed by the tumultuous
downpour.   The legions of Apsaras, the great
holy serpents, the monsters crouching on the
threshold of the flights of steps, seem to bow
the head under  the daily deluge, which, for
seasons without number, has worn by dint of
washing them.    More and more I hear the
water crackling, rushing in a thousand streams.
In order to discern the general plan of this
third   and   highest   platform,    it   would   be
necessary  to  see it from  outside.   But the
light continues to diminish, as if it were the
twilight instead of the morning; the horizon of
the forests is   completely hidden  behind the
opaque curtains of the rain,  and it  is clear
that the storm will last for another hour at
least   I have, perforce, to remain in shelter,
and, in this persistent twilight of eclipse, feeling
that I am followed by the cadaverous smiles
of all  this  assembly  of  Buddhas,   who  are
watching me,  I proceed towards what must
be the centre and very heart of Angkor-Vat